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God's immense love for man, His creation." He kissed them,
gave them his blessing and handed his Bible to his son Fedya.
Dostoevsky now declined rapidly. At sunset he again sat
up on his couch, but he choked, and a stream of blood ran
from his mouth onto his sheets. Anna Grigorievna gave him
little pieces of ice to eat, but the hemorrhage did not stop.
The doctor was summoned. Dostoevsky murmured incoher-
ent words that his wife wrote down on a slip of paper: "I am
ruining you with my illness. . . . Cross out what you think
is unnecessary. . . . What are they saying about me? . . .
The end, the end, I shall be submerged."
He fell unconscious on his pillow. His wife and his chil-
dren knelt around his bedside and sobbed. Friends and rela-
tives waited in the parlor for the latest news of the patient.
Telegrams of sympathy came from everywhere.
At seven at night visitors were admitted to his room. It was
dim, lighted only by a candle. Dostoevsky lay fully dressed
on his couch, his head thrown back on the pillow, only his
face could be seen, white and dry as a paper mask. A red spot
glowed on his beard. His closed lids showed the exact curve
of his pupils. A strange gurgle came from his throat. His
breathing stopped, then resumed, whistling, choking. He
tried to speak, but no one could understand him.
The doctor came at eight o'clock, and he could do noth-
ing except to listen to the last heart beats of the dying man.
Feodor Mikhailovich died at 8:36 P.M. without having re-
gained consciousness.
His body was washed, dressed in fresh linen and laid out
on the table, covered up to the belt with a gold-embroidered
coverlet from the parish church. A candlestick was placed on
each side. The dead man's hands were crossed on his breast
and an icon placed on them. A night light burned in the cor-